[342]
Sophie Parent felt herself seized by a frightful sense of self-pity that clutched at her heart. Why wasn't she one of these women ? How nice it would be to come down to this warm basement and look over the household savings, put them in order, and take care of them while your husband, who trusted you implicitly, was away at his work! You would go away with a few coupons in your hand-bag. You would cash them at the nearest bank; and then you would go and buy something that you had wanted for a long time and put it on the dining-room table in the evening, as a surprise.
Instead of that, she was carrying out a clandestine operation, which nobody in the world knew anything about, except this mysterious person who accompanied her. His mere presence seemed to her to be enough to diffuse through this basement, intended for respectable people, the air of a den of thieves. It was as though deceit, adultery, illegal practices, theft perhaps, and Heaven only knew what worse constituted her escort, led by this so-called lawyer with the black beard, who, out of all the gang, was the only one visible,
" How his eyes frighten me! I don't dare look at him." The eyes of the lawyer were nothing but two black signals at the entrance to a tunnel " I know very well that I shall never get out of it." But where was she going to find enough power of resistance to save her from plunging into it ?